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wi Which mound, I wonder ? The one we saw, or the
other, or neither ? "
" I reckon we'd better stop here till the moon rises, then
maybe we'll see which it is, and know our way.'*
" You're right. There'll be swamps, I expect. I'll
tether the horses to leeward, and we'll try to find a nook.
It is cold."
He tethered the horses out of the wind, and, turning back,
found her beside him,
u It's creepy here," she said.
u We'll find a snug place, and sit down."
He put his hand through her arm, and they moved round
the foot of the mound.
" Here," said Jon, suddenly ; " they've been digging.
This'11 be sheltered." He felt the ground—dry enough.
" Let's squat here and talk."
Side by side, with their backs to the wall of the excavated
hollow, they lighted cigarettes, and sat listening to the
silence. But for a snuffle or soft stamp now and then from
the horses, there wasn't a sound. Trees and wind, both,
were too sparse for melody, and nothing but their two selves
and their horses seemed alive. A sprinkle of stars in a very
dark sky and the deeper blackness of the pine stems was all
they could see. Ah ! and the glowing tips of their cigar-
ettes, and each other's faces vaguely illumined, now and
then, thereby.
" I don't expect you'll ever forgive me for this," said Jon
gloomily.
" Why I    I'm just loving it."
u Very sweet of you to say so ; but you must be awfully
cold. Look here—have my coat! "
He had begun to take it off when she said : " If you dc
that Pll run out into the woods and get really lost."
Jon resumed his coat.

